JULIA DMITRIYEVNA
culprit was a great-grandfather, a Greek, a grocer from
Nizhni-Novgorod.
"I remember him/5 said Julia's father. "They used
to wheel him about in a chair, and he was always
playing Patience. They would put a tray on his knees,
and he would lay out his cards on it. He lived to
be a hundred and four. A marvellously handsome old
man."
"Handsome?" repeated the mother. "And Julia's like
him?"
"Believe it or not, she is."
The mother shook her head thoughtfully.
"I didn't know that she had Greek blood."
Greek blood lent a certain exoticism and mystery to
the family sorrow. Yes, Julia was not pretty, but what
could you do—Greek blood !
Unfortunately, one could not go up to every man and
whisper the explanation to him. And men were not very
kind to poor Julia. If only one of them had paid the least
little bit of attention to her, just once ! But they wanted
too much. They did not understand what a treasure
that girl was.
Nothing of this was ever discussed, of course. The
family considered itself above that. The father was an
assistant doctor, fond of abusing the young doctors.
According to him, he, the assistant, was the only person
in whom the patients had any confidence.
The sons also followed Aesculapius—one became a
pharmacist, the other a veterinary surgeon. Both were
as handsome as young Greek gods. They were too
successful with the girls to have time to finish college,
but as the years passed, they became more settled,
married ugly and jealous wives, had children, regretted
their wasted youth and envied their father.
Julia Dmitriyevna had now been working for twenty-
two years as theatre sister.
She looked down on her family. Her elder brothers,
scatterbrained, with many children, felt like boys in her
presence. They had their weaknesses; they made a good

